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was even, as he himself later admitted to me in confidence,
designated as Koch's successor. I did not learn why, the
deposition did not take place. Hitler, who had no illusions
about the character of his movement and of the men in his
confidence, was compelled to carry his enemies with him in
his own ranks; he could no more get rid of them than of his
past.

The first time I heard Forster talk in this Nibelungen-Ring
style, I set it down to his youthful sentimentalisrn. But it was
Hitler himself who spoke through the young man's mouth.
Forster was a sort of feebler edition of Hitler's sentimen-
talism; he copied, uncritically and rather innocently,
Hitler's secret fears and his emotional outbreaks. Hitler's
foreboding that he would not live to complete his "life's
work," his certainty that there would come a vast treasonable
volte-face on the part of his own collaborators and the
destruction of everything that had been achieved, must
constantly have oppressed the Fiihrer. Perhaps it was only
the result of the eternal quarrels over policy within the
party, perhaps it was also a reminiscence of the bitter
experiences of 1923, of the putsch that failed, but the way
Forster reproduced Hitler's forebodings revealed, for all
its rhetoric, a deep sense of a coming and inevitable catas-
trophe: the eternal doom of the German people lay in
wait, Hitler felt, for him too.

"Oh," declaimed Forster on another occasion, "Hitler
knows his destiny. He will fall in combat with Bolshevism.
He knows that he will be conquered in the struggle with the
greatest of our enemies. But he will in no way be deterred by
that knowledge. He will always do whatever is necessary.
Like the old Teuton heroes, he will go out to battle even
when it means his certain overthrow. Germany and the
whole world must first pass once more through a long
period of the deepest darkness. A horrible machine age will
come throughout the world. But that will not be the end.
Only then will the real struggle for freedom begin. And
only then will the greatness of Hitler and the meaning of our
struggle be understood."

National Socialism remains always, at least with its
creator, half Wagnerian opera. But the sentimental, taste-